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lished its Church and can prevent a clergyman becoming
a bishop if he's not a Statesman as well as a Church-
man.

He stops. They stare at him dumbfounded^ and leave it to
the priest to answer him.

FATHER DEMPSEY [judicially] Young man: youll not be
the member for Rosscullen; but theres more in your head
than the comb will take out.

LARRY. I'm sorry to disappoint you, father; but I told
you it would be no use. And now I think the candidate
had better retire and leave you to discuss his successor.
[He takes a newspaper from the table and goes away through
the shrubbery amid dead silence, all turning to watch him until
he passes out of sight round the corner of the house~].

DORAN [dazed~\ Hwat sort of a fella is he at all at
all?

FATHER DEMPSEY. He's a clever lad: theres the making
of a man in him yet.

MATTHEW [in consternation] D'ye mane to say dhat yll
put him into parliament to bring back Nick Lesthrange on
me, and to put tithes on me, and to rob me for the like o
Patsy Farrll, because hes Corny Doyle's only son ?

DORAN [brutally'] Arra hould your whisht: who's goin to
send him into parliament? Maybe youd like us to send
you dhere to thrate them to a little o your anxiety about
dhat dirty little podato patch o yours.

MATTHEW [plaintively] Am I to be towld dhis afther all
me sufFerins?

DORAN. Och, I'm tired o your sufFerins. Weve been
hearin nothin else ever since we was childher but sufFerins.
Hwen it wasnt yours it was somebody else's; and hwen it
was nobody else's it was ould Irelan's. How the divil are
we to live on wan anodher's sufFerins?

FATHER DEMPSEY. Thats a thrue word, Barney Doarn;
only your tongue's a little too familiar wi dhe divil. [To
Mat] If youd think a little more o the sufFerins of the
blessed saints, Mat, an a little less o your own, youd find